THROUGH   LANDS   OF   THE   BIBLE

of your cowl, but be clothed with strength, with joy, and
manliness, that you may endure with a pure heart, and' may
God receive you into His kingdom."

In the meantime the Blemmyes had piled tree-trunks
outside the tower and burst in the door, which suggests that
these towers, like the Round Towers of Ireland, had their
doors high up in the masonry. They rushed in, calling for
the Superior. Paul of Petra stepped out and declared him-
self. The raiders demanded his treasures and he replied,
" Forsooth, children, I own nothing but this old hair-cloth
garment that I am wearing." They stoned him and split
his head in half with a sword. Then the man who was
describing these events to Ammonius said, with a candour
which rings so tiuly down the years:

" Then I, miserable sinner, seeing the slaughter and the
blood and viscera on the ground, bethought me of a hiding-
place. A heap of palm branches lay in the left-hand corner
of the church. Unnoticed by the barbarians, I ran to it
saying to myself, ' If they find me, they can but kill me,
which they are sure to do if I do not hide.' "

From his hiding-place he watched all the hermits being
murdered in the church and saw the barbarians searching
everywhere for treasure, except, presumably, under the palm
branches; finding none, they rushed wildly from the place.

Raids such as these filled the Coptic and Greek calendars
with saints centuries before the birth of Mohammed, There
was no religious hatred at the back of these raids: they were
frank outbursts of savagery.

We said good-bye to Father Isaiah, who gave us an impor-
tant message about beans vto the oeconomos of the monastery,
and continued our journey through the oasis. For a few minutes
we travelled through green shade, a shade of palm-fronds
pierced by shafts of light, and beyond the filigree of branches
we could see the red rocks burning all around. When we
left the last palm tree behind us, the heat of the desert leapt
at us again like a tiger.

" Oh, I shall be the popular one to-night," sang Mr. Val-
linis, " and the monks will say to me, ' Michael, you are a